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Ler hand, and said, in a low but distinct voice, * Contarini
fchis must end/

' End ! Alceste, I adore you. You, you dare not say you
do not love me. Our will is not our own. Destiny has
linked us together, and Heaven has interposed to consecrate
our vows. And shall a form, a dull, infamous form, stand
between our ardent and hallowed loves !'

' It is not that, Contarini, it is not that, though that were
much. No, Contarini, I am not yours.'

' Not mine, Alceste ! not mine ! Look upon me. Think
who I am, and dare to say you are not mine. Am I not
Contarini Fleming ? Are you not my Adrian bride ?
Heaven has delivered you to me.'

'Alas ! alas ! Heaven keeps me from you.'

* Alceste, you see kneeling before you one who is indeed
nothing, if Fame be what some deem.   I am young, Alceste";
the shadow of my mind has not yet fallen over the earth.
Yet there is that within me, and at this moment I prophesy,
there is that within me, which may yet mould the mind and
fortunes of my race; and of this heart capable of these things,
the fountains are open, Alceste, and they flow for you. Dis-
dain them not, Alceste, pass them not by with carelessness.
In the desert of your life, they will refresh you, yes, yes,
they can indeed become to you a source of all felicity.'

'1 love you with a love worthy of your being; I love you
as none but men like me can love. Blend not the thought
of my passion with the common-place affections of the
world. Is it nothing to be the divinity of that breathing
shrine of inspiration, my teeming mind ? 0 ! Alceste*, you
know not the world to which I can lead you, the fair and
glorious garden, in which we may wander for ever/

* I am lost! * she murmured.

I caught her in my arms ; yea ! I caught her in my arms,
that dark-eyed daughter of the land I loved. I sealed her
swee^t lips with passionate kisses. Her head rested on my
breast; and I dried with embraces her fast^flowing tears.